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EDITORIALS.

WE have trooped back from vacation, and the

College is reanimated
with the cheerful voices and tones of the Trinity boys. It seems a
little late to say so, now that we have settled into our harness so thoroughly once more, but we surely all remember the noisy crowd before the
Chapel door at a quarter before six, three weeks ago. It sounded very
much like a masculine afternoon tea. The boisterous "How are you, old
man ? " at once consoled the little Freshman for that sneaking longing after
the cozy home he had left behind him. The College is a home in itself,
and in a rough, manly way, disposes of every grief and care. But we
have come back to work this time, and there is a something in prospect
for us that it cannot dispose of. Those seven examination days loom up
before us like spectres, in rustling garments of blank faculty paper. THE
TABLET would suggest that some of our friends might fill a little faculty
paper with some of their prose and verse after these dreaded examinations are over, as an election will be held then, and the Board would like
to bestow upon some enterprising person their privileges and emoluments.
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1"" HE Base-Ball and Track Athletic Teams are soon to begin

their systematic training, and THE TABLET takes this opportunity of urging
men to offer themselves as candidates. One of the greatest obstacles
which confronts the captain of a team, is the man of ability who is suffering from a malady which he leads himself to believe is modesty or overwork, but which generally on close inspection is found to have many of
the symptoms of exaggerated chronic laziness. Another is the man who
considers it beneath him to train outside of the gymnasium, but continues
to keep late hours and to quaff his chocolate set-up, with a confidence in
his own prowess which augurs ill of his inter-collegiate success. THE
TABLET realizes that the facilities for training offered track athletes
are very inadequate, but looks forward to something better in the near
future. In this connection it would suggest to the Athletic Association
the possibility of combining with the Hartford wheel clubs in the construction of a track, which would be better suited to our needs than any
we could ourselves build, and which would make an inter-collegiate meet
with us a possibility.

• • • • •
WE are sorry to hear that the lack of proper funds has, in a measure,
hindered the management of our musical organizations from proceeding for the arranging of concerts, with that celerity and decision,
which is necessary to ensure a successful season. Seldom, if ever, has the
work of the clubs been of such a high order as at present; and it is but
due their efforts, that especial exertion should be made, in order to make
the year a pleasurable as well as an indicative one. Up to this time a
number of small concerts have been arranged by the management, and
the prospects of the proposed Western trip during the Easter vacation
are reported as being of a most encouraging nature. Such a trip would
bring Trinity forcibly before the public notice, and it is to be hoped that
the cooperation of the Coilege will not be wanting in this endeavor. At
a meeting of the clubs lately held, it was decided to assess the clubs for
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such an amount as was necessary for the carrying on of the season. We
trust the men will promptly pay this amount, as the only condition on
which any more concerts can be arranged.
* * * * *
N arranging the course of lectures announced elsewhere in this issue,
President Smith deserves the thanks of the entire college. For several ,
years THE TABLET has urged the importance of lectures of this kind, and
although one or two have been given each winter, no such extensive or
interesting series has been attempted. The two already delivered give
evidence of what Wf: can expect of the remaining ones, and every member
of the college owes a debt of ~ratitude to the President for giving them
the opportunity of hearing the eminent critics who have and are to appear
during the winter, Lectures like that of Charles Dudley Warner will
always be an incentive to renewed study of our language and literature,
and should do much to raise the literary tone of the College.

J

THE TABLET looks forward with pleasure to the corning election of
a new member to the Board of Editors, not only because a good
acquisition to any organization is pleasant, but also because it is glad to
confer an honor. That membership in the Board is an honor, we think
no one will doubt, for THE TABLET is supposed to be, and really is, the
representative of the college body. But as such a representative, it wants
men who not only have ability to write, but who also have some insight
into college affairs. And right here let us urge men to try for this position. One never knows the abilities he possesses till he makes trial of
them, and this is especially the case in writing, for there is always in this
department a certain amount of diffidence to overcome. But others have
overcome it before you, and surely you have as much will-power as they.
Try, then, and try your best, for in success you will have an opportunity
to benefit your Alma Mater to some small extent, as well as to prepare
yourself for the world, which in a short four years or three or two, as
the case may be, will receive you from Trinity.

HAMLET.
SHAKSPERIAN comment has covered such a vast area of paper that
it is hard to tread its mazes. It seems so footless, this labyrinth of
attempts to analyse. After all, has not almost every one his own conception of the great author, which he will always cherish as his own peculiar
property ? Have we not all our pet ideals and notions of what this or
that phrase means? It is impossible to reduce art to the level of science.
There is always something indefinable which makes it art and which eludes
us, escaping to that "dim spirit-world" of Goethe's. There the soul feels
but cannot reason. Who can analyse the beautiful and reduce it to its
atoms ? Who can create it, if nature has not first bestowed it upon him?
These old questions will ever perplex the philosopher, but they form only
another of the mysteries of our nature.
The character of Hamlet is perhaps the greatest of the Shaksperian
problems. It is certainly an exceedingly complicated one. It has often
been alleged that he was more or less insane, but to one, looking at the
various positions in which the course of the play places him, it does not
seem so. One would scarcely expect a human being, undergoing the discipline of such a life-crisis, to be consistent in his words, and attitudes.
And there is always a method in his seeming madness. It is quite different with poor Ophelia What she says is pitiably out of tune. But
Hamlet always keeps up a certain watch. Only once is he thrown off his
guard. This is when the spirit of his father appears. Then is he overcome by amazement and utters the words, whose chant-like roll tells of
the music in Shakspere's verse.
"Angels and and ministers of grace defend us !
Be thou a spirit of hell or goblin damn'd," etc.
Even then, almost unconsciously, he utters the most beautiful poetry.
That seems to be his nature on every occasion, as he himself confesses at
the burial of Ophelia.
He esteems it his own peculiar prerogative to
" rant " on all occasions and is offended with others at so doing. Hamlet
is a typical stage hero, the man who talks like the "silver-tongued Nestor."
And yet one feels he is not a man of mere words. His speeches purport
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great actions, had he but the will to carry them out. The shock of his
sorrow jarred his mental balance, and he is incapable of a definite resolu-'
tion. In the grave-yard scene, Hamlet reveals his awful philosophy of life.
"Alas, poor Yorick !--where be your jibes now? your gambols? ;your
songs ? " etc.
But to this philosophy one must expect one of his temperament and
position to be forced.
It is possible to catch a good many of the phases bf Hamlet's complex nature from his lines. How he fires up at times ! Indeed he kills
the King and Polonius in a mome,h t of pass,ion.
"0 that this too, too solid flesh would melt,
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ,! "
" 0 villa~n, villain, smiling, damned villain !
My tables,-meet it is I set it down,
That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain."
Yet it is inexplicl:lble that he should write down his thought in a moment of such passion. Again he grows bitter.
"Thrift, thtift, Horatio! the funeral bak'd meats '
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables.''
Now despair overcomes him as the consciousness of his destiny falls
upon him in full force. He says to Polonh.1s,
'' You cannot, sir, take frotn me anything that I
Will more willingly part withal ; except my
Life, except my life, except my life."
And to Ophelia,
"I humbly thank you ; well, well, well."
1,
And still he looks upon life with clear eyes and realizes that his destihy '
must be worked out to his conclusion.
'
,
'
"To die,-to sleep,To sleep ! perchance to dream ! ay, there's the rub,"

,,

'

,,

1,

I

,,
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Again he despises himself.
"What should such fellows as I do, crawling between earth and heaven? We
are arrant knaves, all."
To the last, he is careful of his honour.
" If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,
Absent thee from felicity awhile,
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain,
To tell my story."How much is implied in his last words, " The rest is silence." One
cannot solve the secrets of his own heart, and over the depths of Hamlet's
nature there must ever be a veil of mystery. If Ophelia had had a noble
soul, equal to his, he might have been another man. Only the outline
can be sketched ; " the rest is silence."
Horatio is a type of the practical, honest man. He is a trne , and loyal
friend to his prince, and lives on only to tell his story.
"Now cracks a noble heart.-Good night, sweet prince,
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest ! "
Horatio is a man of action, as is shown by his promptitude and foresight at the close of the play. Not a man of deep thought, he cannot appreciate anything out of the ordinary course of affairs. He is completely
nonplussed by the ghost.
"0 day and night, but this is wondrous strange ! "
He is a noble fellow with a purely honest and disinterested heart.
This is a rare type, and Hamlet's appreciation of him is a tribute to the
worth of a simple, unselfish character.
It is true that "comparisons are odious," but perhaps it would
not be altogether unprofitable to consider the question, which is
the higher type of man, Hamlet or Horatio? Hamlet is undoubtedly a
genius, who ordinarily would leave an indelible mark upon the world,
either for good or ill. The Hamlet of Shakespere would have exerted an
immense power of good. Crippled by circumstances, he speaks, but does
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-nothing. His eloquent voice is heard for a while and then dies out
forever. It would seem at first sight that this magnificent personality was
lost to mankind entirely. On the surface, it would appear that Horatio,
the practical man of action, is alone fit to take up the cares of responsibility and devotional service that fall from the shoulders of our unreal,
phantasmal Hamlet, as the curtain descends and the foot-lights are turned
out. But if Hamlet did not himself play a part in real life, was he not the
genius, the guiding spirit of the man who did, Horatio? Could Horatio
have been the same man without the one, whole-souled purpose given
him by the dying prince? He could not have had the same ideals to
follow without his conception of Hamlet's ideals and Hamlet's character.
Neither could have effected much without the other. They were bound
up in one another,-inseparable. The nobler type of man is the one who
gives the ideals, though the part of the other is sometimes harder to bear.
The personality of Hamlet, as a man and as a prince, will live forever.
Apart from contradictions and obscurities, he will always be "the glass
of fashion and the mould of form." Though one sometimes hears
"The sweet bells, jangled out of tune, and harsh,"
one regards only
'' The courtier's, scholar's, soldier's eye, tongue, sword."
Though he failed, we cannot but honor and love him, as his own people
did. It would be well to keep such a conception before the mind more
than we do. In its busy life, the world hardly gives time enough to the
consideration of the graces and the virtues of the ideal.
J.B. B.

SNOWFLAKES.
ROM the heart of the rose in the parched petal's sheath,
The tears of night, the sunbeams drew,
Now tremble on the air and haunt the heath,
Careening ghosts of the summer dew.

F

THE SKELETON IN THE WALL.

JN one of the large city papers, a short item recently appeared which
read something as follows :
" In the recent demolishment of an old Colonial New Jersey farm-house
which was located in an isolated position at the juncture of two country
roads, the workmen made a startling discovery. The house itself was
rather a rambling structure with a long wing jutting out from the main
portion.
While the workmen were pulling down with their picks the massive
foundation of this wing, they suddenly came upon a ghastly skeleton which
had evidently been put in an alcove in the foundation and then walled up
for concealment. Several buckles, some tarnished military buttons with
the English arms upon them, and the remains of a little locket were also
found. Everything is shrouded in mystery and the oldest inhabitant of
the district can offer no explanation or recall any dim legend. It is therefore probable that the skeleton is the sole memorial of some desperate
tragedy of the Revolution."
Such were the few brief lines in the newspaper. But the story of an
ill-fated night of over a century ago was known at least by one person,
and he a descendant of a participator in the scene itself.
The rain was beating with a dreary drumming upon the dead leaves of
autumn, lying in wild confusion around an old stone house, situated on a
lonely country cross-road. It is the late fall of one of the gloomy years of
that struggle between Mother England and her rebellious colonies. The
old house with its rough stone walls, and little dormer window5 starting
out of the roof, added to by an elongated sort of a wing, stands all alone.
It is at a considerable distance from any other habitation, in a portion of
the old state of Jersey in a territory held now by the British forces, now
by the Patriots.
The whole scene was a dreary one. The sky ominous and threatening
with inky rain clouds, which rendered the deepening twilight gloomier;
the continual beating of the rain drops ; the sighing of the wind among
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the gaunt, bare branches of the trees about the ol<l place, and the dark
shadows in the angles of the building.
From a narrow window in the
wing are shed a few beams of light and these only serve to make the rest
of the scene darker and drearier as they fall upon a cluster of thorny
bushes destitute of foliage, with the great drops of rain hanging beadlike
upon them.
Above the noise of the storm rises a regular beating sound far in
the distance. The rythmic thuds draw nearer and develop into the
sound of galloping hoof-beats of an approaching steed. The dull thuds
grow more and more distinct, until around a curve in one of the cross-roads
a great roan steed with a mounted man upon his back comes galloping by.
Beneath the horse's hoof..:, the muddy road spurts up a deluge of water and
mud, his flanks steam in the cold, damp air and his deep, heavy breathing
shows that he has traveled far and hard since noon.
The rider catches sight of the twinkling light in the window and reins
back his great horse upon its haunches.
"Whoa, Tantury. A supper and rest for horse and man from our wild
ride on this dark night," cries the officer. For the thick folds of the heavy
military cloak soiled }?y mud and damp with moisture, parting a little in
front, discloses a scarlet cloak visible even in that gloom, of one in the
livery of the King. The high riding boots with their great jingling spurs,
the cocked hat, the great, clanking cavalry sabre in a scabbard at his side,
and the two huge holster cases for pistols leave no doubt about the rider's
identity.
With one quick leap the officer dismounts and draws from its holster
one of his pistols with long steel barrel and heavy brass knobbed and
mounted stock. In three quick strides he is at the main door of the old
house, leading his horse after him.
Vigorously he swings the heavy knocker. No response. Rap! Rap!
Rap! again he bangs the oak door. A noise of the undoing of bolts, and
then, as a flood of light streams out the partially open doorway, we behold
cautiously peering out, the figure of a man past the prime of life, clad in
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a sombre-colored coat with great, wide pockets and sweeping skirts, tightfitting smalls and black hose, and shoes set off by great, glittering buckles. The sharp and wrinkled visage of the man, surmounted by a great
wig of brown wool, bears a look midway between alarm and ill-favor.
" My good man, food and rest by your fireside for an officer of his
Majesty's Ninth Dragoons, and a little feed for his horse," exclaims the
officer in a tone suspiciously resembling the stern ring of a command.
The figure in the doorway takes in the whole aspect of the stranger at a
glance. The heavy pistol and ugly dragoon sabre catches his gleaming
little eyes. Abinadab Doolittle is a Yankee and, furthermore, one of
rather miserly characteristics and strange habits, who lived all by himself
in the rambling old house at the lonely cross-roads. There is no help
for it, he must take the stranger in. So with a high-keyed voice he replies: "Take your horse to yonder shed where you will find oats and
straw, and then since the night is so wild and wet, thou can'st find warmth
and some food in here, even though you are a king's dragoon." The
wily Abinadab thinks smooth speech in this emergency the most convenient.
Accordingly a short hour afterwards the ruddy light of the flickering
fire in the great fireplace of Doolittle's home is thrown about the quaint,
old room. The old, straight-backed chairs, the tall clock, the dresser, and
an old flint-lock with a very long barrel above the fireplace, stand out in
bold relief.
The British dragoon is seated at a little table drawn up near the fire.
He has evidently just finished a frugal repast furnished grudgingly from
Abinadab's store of provisions. The heavy cloak is thrown over a chair
by the fire to dry. The flaring light of a tallow dip aids the fate in lighting the room. The dragoon is young, well formed, his fine figure set off
by the scarlet coat and the shoulder knots of gilded cord. His head, covered with rich, brown hair rests upon one hand. His clear-cut features
of early manhood are bent over, as he earnestly and tenderly gazes at a
little locket containing the laughing features of a fair-haired, blue-eyed
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English girl. All the time the unwilling host is closely scanning the dragoon with his small, twinkling, bead-like eyes from his seat at a corner of
the hearth.
A loud and heavy clang of the heavy knocker suddenly breaks the
stillness of the old room. Shouts to open are heard, the tramping of feet.
The dragoon captain leaps to his feet and seizes the brass mounted pistol.
"Open to troopers of the Continental Army, or we break in your Tory
door," comes the cry. Quick as a cat, the agile Doolittle undoes the fastenings. The officer turns to seek an avenue of escape. Too late, the
door swings open, the old man cowers behind, and there in the doorway
stand the stalwart forms of four hardy, patriot soldiers, clad in the faded
buff and blue of the Continental Army.
At a glance these men take in the situation. They see before them one
clad in the scarlet coat of George of England. Perhaps he carries im portant dispatches; at any rate he is an enemy.
" Surrender or we fire! "
"Never," comes the determined answer. The red flash of the dragoon's pistol is followed by his quick rush with drawn sabre to cut his way
through the door. A desperate struggle takes place, one against four.
Two more shots ring out, and as the smoke eddies away, a sad sight is
that before us. One of the Continentals lies groaning upon the floor with
a sabre cut in the side. Another is binding a cloth about his bloody
forehead, and there prone before them lies the lifeless body of the gallant
dragoon shot through the head.

•

•

•

From dispat<;bes and letters foun<l in the boot of the dead officer, the
Patriot tro~,r ers obtained valuable information for their cause. They were
a scouting party and had stumbled upon the old house by chance. With
the same intention as that of the British captain, namely of obtaining food
and rest to enable them to continue their journey, they had sought
admittance.
But there was other news in the dispatches; a division of the British
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army was to pass near the old place of Abinadab the next day. Perhaps
the regiments would encamp near by.
The Yankee trembled. The Dragoon captain would be missed. No
grave could escape detection.
There was only one method of concealment: to dig a niche in the massive foundations and wall up the dead
soldier within it.
Pick and spade were busy until late upon that gloomy night.
The
work was at last accomplished. The troopers departed and the secret was
kept. But the cunning Yankee disposed of the house soon after, returning
to his native state of New Hampshire, and the secret of the skeleton in the
wall would have been lost unless it had been passed down to the great,
great grand-son of one of those four troopers of the Patriot army. The
fair English maiden waited in vain for the return of her gallant captain, and
on the rolls of the Ninth Dragoons the single word "missing" was placed
opposite his name.
D. '97.

TO-.

A

BROAD white brow, from which, on either side,
In llving waves, the shining hair retires,As when one sees the shore and ebbing tide
Touched by the <lying sunset's whitening fires.
Dark, earnest eyes of that deep, shadowy grey,
Which oft doth veil the heavens from our sight,
But which at times parts suddenly away
And lets upon us fall the blinding light.
Curved lips that, parted, speak of love,
And, like the half-blown roses which ensnare
The bee that hovers fearfully aboveSo, too, they bid one sip the sweetness there.
Sweet girl, in boldness even this poor hand
May tell thy person's charms. But what brave mind
Will dare to loose that jealous, iron band,
By which thy soul's fair beauties are confined?
C.

J.

D.

A REVERIE.

U

PON the quiet earth's white shroud of snow,
In broad and silvery paths of glittering light,
The moonbeams softly sleep at mid o' night.
Like aged friars with hooded heads bent low
In penitential prayer, soft .and low,
Stand snow-capped pines, whose branches bare the slight,
And mystic fingers of the wind doth smite
In melodies of unforgotten woe.
Ah, now, I see the motley, ghostly band.
Old dreams, dead hopes, and fond ambitions, all
Now driven on the night wind to appal
My soul with visions of the past. · Why stand
Ye there and mock me ? I heed not thy call
As once I did, for Love now clasps my hand.

W. W.R.

THE MYSTERIOUS WELL.
(From the French of Theophz'!e Gautier.)

T

HROUGH the forest of wild arabe;ques interlaced,
That on my dreq.m's wall slumber's pencil doth tell,
Like the fortunes that under old frescoes are traced,
I beheld a young man bending over a well.
And he threw in great heaps in its black mouth to sink,
Pearls, diamonds, rubies, gold sequins likewise,
To brim up the wave that he might stoop and drink :
But the waters he plashed, to his lips did not rise:
Alas ! to the well many foolish men go
Without bucket or cord its crystal to raise,
And fling in their treasure to make it o'erflow,
As the raven brimmed over the narrow bronze vase.
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Alas! who has not, smit by some woman's art,
To raise to his lips divine waters of bliss,
In her soul's deep, dark well thrown the gold of his heart,
Bending stupidly over the silent abyss.

F.H.S.

THE BROOK.

L

ISTEN? Laughing little brook,
Stealing on 'neath flower and fern,
Babbling with too joyous mirth,
Heedless, heartless, list and learn.
Soon will winter's cold embrace,
Chill and check the wanton glee
Of thy murmuring, moving breast,
Flowing on so fast and free.
Do not flout and change my face
As I gaze into thy heart ;
Torturing, twisting all therein,
With thy fascinating art.
For I love to see you run,
Wondering where your journeys end :
And .of all the lovely sights
Seen by you as you descend.
Speeding. sparkling, sporting brook,
Soon will end your triumph gay ;
And wild Ocean's broad embrace
Wrap you in his sparkling spray.

W.W.P.

TRUE LOVE,
COULD I sing with wondrous voice,
What song would be my spirit's choice ?
A song of beauty, rich and rare,
Of woman's beauty, fresh and fair,
A song attuned to woman's eyes,
Which change and cloud as summer skies ?
Or of a queenly form divine,
Or golden tresses, silken-fine?
Oh no, I'd sing of woman's soul,
The end the limit, yea, the goal,
Towards which all striving, struggling men,
Are drawn in spirit-till their ken,
To darkness or the house of God,
To life or death pursues its road.
0 soul of woman, 'tis thy breath,
Which quickens men, to ;ife or death.
It is thy virtue, maiden soul,
Which does men's grossest sense control.
It is thy truth, thy faithfulness.
It is thy love, from which distress,
Nor pain, nor torment, men can move.
This song would be my choice,-true love.

0

W.W.P.

COLLEGE AND CAMPUS.

O

N account of the illness of W. F. Dyett, '96, the Dramatics have been postponed till after Easter.
The Barnard Fellowship has been awarded by Columbia College to Professor
Robb, the income of which, it is supposed, will be devoted by him to further researches in regard to oscillations in electrical condensers.
At a meeting of the Trinity College Athletic Association, held January 20th,
the resignation of R. S. Graves, '94, as manager of the base-ball team was ac-
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cepted, and C. F. Weed, '94, was elected to fill the vacancy. E. P. Hamlin, '95,
was elected Junior Director of the same organization vice M. B. Bordley, who
has left college. Five dollars were also appropriated to pay half the expenses
of an indoor shot.
The following course of lectures, in Alumni Hall, has been arranged by the
President. Two have already been given. The course is as follows:
Tuesday, Jan. 23rd. "The Literary Prospect in this country." Cltas. Dudley
J,Varner.
Monday, January 29th . "The Colleges of Oxford." Rev. Dr. Maynard.
Tuesday, February 13th. "The Life of the Swiss Peas.rntry," with stereopticon views. vV. D. McCrackan.
Tuesday, February 20th . "John Wheelwright, the first Heretic of the Boston Church." Rev. Geo. Clark.
Tuesday, February 27th. "Ibsen and the Modern Drama." Rfrhard Burton.
The lectures begin at eight o'clock.
At a recent meeting of the Banjo Club the resignation of C. J. Davis, '94, as
Director, was accepted; and DeF. Hicks, '96, was elected to fill the vacancy.
The base-ball team will commence practice immediately after examinations.
Dr. Hart has been presented with a new rain-gauge of large size, by the
Health Board. The rain-fall will be measured and the water analyzed.
Prof Robb was one of the experts engaged for the defense, in the ~uit of the
E<lison Electric Light Co. against the Waring Electric Light Co.
The Glee and Mandolin clubs took part in the concert "for the benefit of
H arlford's unemployed," given at Proctor's, June 20th, and received much
praise for their excellent work.
The third Trinity German was given Friday eveni ng, J anuary 19th, and was
led by H. T. Greenley, '94, with Miss Bennett, an d C. J. Davis, '94, with Miss
Whitmore. By the souvenir round, the ladies rec ei ved copies of Howell's
"Evening Dress," and the men photogravures of actors and actresses. The
chaperones were Mrs. Geo. Williamson Smith and Mrs. John J. McCook. The
following were present; Schlitz, '94, with Miss Goodwin; F. Edgerton, '94,
with Miss Gilman of Yonkers ; Vibbert, '94, with Miss Russell; Morrison, '94,
with Miss Robinson ; Allen, '94, with Miss Corson of Philadelphia; Quick, '94,
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with Miss Bolter; Strawbridge, '95, with Miss Lyles of Brooklyn; Macaulay,
'95, with Miss Lanman; Welsh, '95, with Miss E. Johnson; E. P. Hamlin, '95,
with Miss Margaret Beecher of Stamford; Barbour, '96, with Miss May Beecher
of Stamford; Paine, '96, with Miss Allen ; Potter, '96, with Miss Marguerite
Hart; Mr. Janeway of New York, with Miss Lockwood of Riverside; Langford, '96, with Miss Hermanse of Yonkers; A. Carter, '93, with Miss Webb;
W. P. Niles, '93, with Miss McCook; G. Wilson. '93, with :Miss Starr; E. R.
Lampson, '91, with Miss Hutchins; H. H. Pelton, '93, Hicks, '96, and C. C.
Barton, '93.
The College Library has been presented with one or the illuminated Books of
Common Prayer.
On Monday evening, January 22nd, the Freshman class gave the usual theatre
party and punch to the Juniors. The play was "Venus," and much enthusiasm
was awakened by the sight of the "star" decked in '95's colors. The Sophomores gained some notice by flying pigeons, bearing placards with '96 on them,
from the gallery. After the play the two classes adjourned to Besse's, where
the punch was served. C. E. Cogswell, '96, was toastmaster, and the following
men spoke: McCook, '97 ; Strawbridge, '95 ; Ma,caulay, '95 ; Willard, '95 ;
Reese, '95 ; McGann, '95.
Some excitement was caused among the Freshmen by an apparent attempt to
steal their toastmaster, but after a very short fight they discovered that it was a
false alarm.
'
The Rev. Mr. Wilmer of Vicksburg, gave a short but extremely interesting
lecture, January 22nd, to the Missionary Society and others, on "The Race
Question in the South."
Prof. J. J. McCook, '63, delivered a lecture before the Church Organization
Society in New York, on January 19th, and also addressed the Women's Aid Society of Hartford, on January 30th.
The first of the course of lectures mentioned above was delivered in Alumni
Hall before a large audience. Mr. Warner in his inimitable style, spoke of the
needs of literature in this country, chief of which is that of , a discriminating
public, and he also mentioned the evils which threaten it, especially the idea
that an author must be original to the exclusion of the old m.od~ls of literary
work.

I

PERSONALS.
Any one havlna informalion concernina Aliimnl wili confer a favor bu comrnunlcatina the same to ti!£

Eultors.

The annual dinner of the New York Association of the Alumni was held on
Tuesday, Jan 30th, at the Waldorf.
A dinner was tendered W. E. CURTIS, '7 5, Assistant Secretary of the Treasury
by the Alumni of Maryland and the District, in Washington, Jan. 31.
The fourth annual dinner of the Boston Association of the Alumni will be held
at the Hotel Brunswick this evening, February 1st. Alumni, or former members of the College, residing in New England, who care to join the Association,
will please notify the Secretary, G. W. SARGENT, 18 Lawrence Hall, Cambridge.
GURDON W. RussELL, M. D., '34, for many years President of the Hartford
Medical Society, has declined a re-election.
The author of the volume on the diplomatic relations of the United States,
recently noticed, is not the late Judge W. E. CURTIS, '43, nor his son, the Hon.
W. E. CURTIS, '75.
The Rev. R. H . BOWLES, '48, has become rector of St. Paul's Church, Huntington, Conn.
JOHN H. STOTSENBURG, '50, has contributed to Baconiana another paper on
"Sidney's Shakespeare Sonnets." ·
The Hon. W111. HAMERSLEY, L.L. D., '58, became a Judge of the Supreme
Court of Errors of the State of Connecticut, on the 14th of January.

J.

The annual report on the public schools of Hartford has been published by
H. BROCKLESBY, '65, Superintendent of Schools.

The Rev. J. B. GOODRICH, '66, is Vice-president of the West New Hampshire
Musical Association.
By the death of the Rt. Rev. Dr. LYMAN on the 13th of December, the Rt.
Rev. J. B. CHESHIRE, JR., D. D., '69, has become Bishop of North Carolina'.
The Rev. S. R. FULLER, '70, is rector of St. Paul's Church, Malden, Mass.
The Rev. R. W. BARNWELL, '72, has accepted the rectorship of St. John's
Church, Florence, S. C.
FRANK L. WILCOX, '80, has been elected a Director of the Mechanics•
National Bank of New Britain, Conn.
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MARRIED,-In the Church of the He avenly Re st, J anu ary 24th, COLEMA N G .
,v1LLIAMS, '80, and Miss EDITH HAWLEY.
E. S. VANZILE, '84, is Congressional correspondent of the New York Sun,
spending the winter in Washington.
To the Rev. SAMUELS. MITCHELL, '85, b orn December 18, 1893 , Samu el S.
Mitchell, Jr.
CLARENCE G. CHILD, '86, has been awarded a un iversity sch olarship at the
Johns Hopkins University.
The law office of LOUIS L. G. BENEDICT, '88, is at 29 Bro ad way, New York
City.
BENTON, ex-'89, is a member of the senior class at the General Theological
Seminary, New York.
R. C. TUTTLE, '89, is giving an exhibition of his water-color sketches fro m
different parts of Europe, at a gallery in Boston.
G. W. MINER, '90, is teaching at Shattuck School, Faribault, Minn.
W. J. MILLER, '92, is a Proctor in Harvard University. His B. A . d egr ee at
H arvard last year was conferred with honorable mention in Greek.

ON THE WALK.
HE STROLLER has been exceedingly annoyed of l ate, by fre quently
meeting on the college walk numerous characters of rather a questionable
nature. Some there are who come in the guise of tramps, that they may
buy clothes. Others, arrayed in like manner, come th at they may beg them.
Meanwhile it is an open question whether they would not both prefer, if
possible, merely to appropriate them, as more convenient than buying or begging. Still all this may be slander. It is, however, in regard to their means,
and not their ends, that we either receive or repulse them. There are times
when we gladly welcome the old-clothes man. His pennies may materially assist us in our temporary embarrassment. But the beggar we seldom welcome.
"Charity," you say. Pooh ! I display due charity if I sell my cast-off clothing to the Jew at the price he offers. It is usually just enough to pay me for
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my trouble, and for tolerating his infecting and inquisitive presence. Why
should the beggar impose these things on me for nothing and get my clothes besides. But seriously, the sight of these men is getting monotonous. They
have been with us daily for a week. We would they might be kept away.

* * *

THE STROLLER was amazed the other Saturday afternoon to find the college
surroundings entirely deserted. The reason of this general evacuation was soon
discovered in a large fire on New Britain avenue, where a heavy cloud of smoke
was seen pouring from some apartment houses. THE STROLLER lost no time in
hastening to join the momentarily increasing crowd which was gathered about
the buildings. The scene was one of the utmost confusion, enhanced perhaps
by the fact that a number of the students, anticipating the Fire Department,
were "saving" all articles of value by the simple process of throwing them out
of the windows. The only exceptions to this rule were three babies and a number of eggs which were tenderly carried down the stairs and delivered to their
frantic owners. There might also be mentioned a child's story book which was
rescued by a literary man who appreciates such things. Approaching nearer
the scene, THE STROLLER narrowly escaped being hit by a large folding table
projected from the fourth story, which flapped its wing-like sides as if in the
hope of breaking its fall. The boys were working like heroes, and not until the
arrival of the police made their further presence unnecessary, did they abandon
the post.

BOOK NOTICES.
"Walter Camp's Book of College Sports." By Walter Camp. New York:
The Century Co. 1893.
Mr. Camp has brought another book on athletics before the public, this time
about all the chief branches. The author never commits himself by going into
the fine points of the game and giving to the public what is reserved for his
Alma Mater alone. However, the book is a safe and good guide to the young
athletic aspirant, and is effectively illustrated.
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"Authors and their Public in Ancient Times.'' By G. H. Putnam. New York:
G. P. Putnam's Sons. 1894.
This work, looking on literature as it does, from the stand-point of the publisher, may appear dry and unattractive at first sight. Some parts of it are
necessarily so. But Mr. Putnam has chosen a comparatively new subject and
has succeeded in making that subject very pleasing by his sense of humor and
the variety of his subject-matter. The book is tastefully gotten up.
"Henry of Navarre and the Huguenots in France." By P. F. Willert, M. A.
New York: G. P. Putnam's Sons. 1893.
Mr. Willert has given us a detailed and grap.h ic account of a part of French
history most interesting to everyone. We all remember Henry of Navarre and
his white plume in the French fables of our childhood. Stories of the great
monarch have become folklore, but the details and tragic history of the time are
little known. Perhaps Mr. Willert has given too much attention to these details
and has made his book a trifle dry. But still it is a comprehensive and valuable
manual of fact.
BOOKS TO BE REVIEWED.
"Apperception." By Dr. Carl Lange. Boston: D. C. Heath & Co.
"Christ, the Patron of All True Education;" "The Library;" "A Divine
Child." By C. F. Hoffman, D. D., LL. D. New York: E. & J.B. Young & Co.
"Within College Walls." By C. F. Thwing. New York: The Baker &
Taylor Co.
"Xmas Sketches," from the Dartmouth Literary Monthly. Concord, N. H. :
Republican Press Association.
"The Story of Nations, Japan.'' By Davie Murray, LL. D., Ph.D. New
York. G. P. Putnam's Sons.
"The Religion of a Literary men." By Richard Le Gallienne. New York:
G. P. Putnam's Sons.

AMONG THE EXCHANGES.

T

HE Wz"lliams Weekly seems to have taken upon itself the office of literary
mentor toward all its contemporaries. Some time ago it printed a very indifferent piece of verse from the TABLET and alt,o one from the University
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Courier, in which the same idea was set forth. The latter paper is taken most
severly to task for its offence and is finally exhorted, if it must hang, to" hang
for a sheep rather than a lamb." Then another paper is annihilated and the
good work is done. No doubt the University Courier was wrong, and we thank
the lVilliams lf7eekly for undertaking a task that it was our part to perform. But
why should the lVeekly clothe itself in garments of self-righteousness and critical
irreproachability. Do they consider themselves the sheep that should be fleeced
instead of the poor little shorn lamb? Would the Board care to be provided
with the Puritan's high ruff and broad-brimmed hat? We cannot tell, but we
feel that the Williams TVeekly has not employed all possible courtesy in its remarks. We do not like a spirit of unreasoning recrimination.

A PASSING SPIRIT.

O

NE night my harp sang strangely, sadly sweetIn low, soft, mournful cadence thrilled and thrilled ;
With all a heart's dull sorrowing replete
It throbbed, and then its moaning song was stilled.
That night my dear love died-ah! who can say?
Might she not come in ghostly wanderings ?
Mayhap her grieving spirit passed that way,
And breathed its loving sorrow o'er the strings.
-Nassau Lit.

TRIOLET.

I

T is only a spray of heliotrope
That I find in my book in the twilight gray ;
The ghost of a long since vanished hope,
It is only a spray of heliotrope,
As dead as is the departed hope
Of which I dream, as my dim eyes stray.
It is only a spray of heliotrope,
That I find in my book in the twilight gray.

- The Sequoia.

ON CHRISTMAS DAY.
N Christmas day, the warmth and glow
That reigned within ; without the snow
Rolls on in billows like a frosted sea
Of crystals through the upland wood and lea,
To where sun-softened, the light breezes blow.

O

Then welcome Carnival ! and boldly throw
To forgetfulness the sybils three,
And only Pleasure and his cohorts know.
So let the world run merrily
On Christmas day.
The festal-feast, where Cupid bent his bow,
Comes to me like some dream of long ago.
But sweetest of all memories is to me
That rapturous moment when, all radiant, she
Paused half-unconscious 'neath the mistletoe
On Christmas day.
-Columbia Spectator.

A RETROGRESSION.

I

T required four years of my early youth
To master my A B C ;
But now it is worse, for to tell you the truth
It requires four years for A. B.
~ The

Sequoia.

OF every ill is love the cure
Howe'er so great that ill may be ,
But if thy ill be love itself,
Alas, no cure is left for thee.
-Harvard Advocate,

THE MOON.
VAST ball of gold through the cool harvest nights,
A silver disc set in the fair lakelet's ring,
A white, filmy thing
Like a fairy's torn wind
Through which glows the blue of the afternoon sky,Yet ever the same through long century flights,
The lonely moon hangs on high.

A

-The Unit.

A PLAINT.

I

WAS a Freshman
One year ago:I'll be one next year
For all I know.

-IIarvard Lampoon.

GOLDEN RODS.

B

ENEATH the skies of deepening grey
I look for violets all in vain ;
I find the golden rods, and they
Turn all my grey to gold again.

- The Sequoia.
"THE Wellesley girls say,
As at vespers they pray :
Help us good maids to be ;
Give us patience to wait
Till some subsequent date,
World without men,-ah me!"

-The Brunonian.

